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Summary: Being a doctor isn't easy with a war going on, I only hope 
to survive it. "Hey Anzu-chan, why are you making so many?" She 
askes, I fiddle with the paper as I explain "there's a rumor that if 
you make a thousand, you get to make a wish", "and what are you going 
to wish for when you do?" I blush heavily murmuring "to be able to 
feel pain" . 


1 . Simple Life 
Chapter 1: Simple life 
1 
2 

3 

4 

5 

a€ | I ' ve counted the steps so many times it doesn't register in my 
mind anymore. 

1, 2, 3, 4, 5a€ | I leave my 2 story complex to go to work, endless 
days serving endless customers. 

12345 I rush to my car praying I won't be late to school again, one 
more absence and I'll have to owe back financial aid to the medical 
college, my meager earnings can't spread that thin. 

la€|2a€|3-l I stumble back into the arms of my best friend, we reach 
the door as I struggle with my drunk fingers to place the key in the 
lock, it's a night for long time confessions. 



1,2, 3, 4, 5 I spot the adorable old couple who live across from me 
struggle with heavy bags, I offer to help, the old man comments on 
how loud I was last week, the wife swats him with her cane as I blush 
hotly running quickly back up the steps. The old lady bakes banana 
bread for me as thanks. 

1,2,3, I hop the last steps a smile on my face and a skip in my step 
as I open my apartment door, flicking on the lights. Shouting, 
popping balloons, and noise makers make me scream in fright, my 
family and friends sing happy birthday as I sit down at the head of 
the table. 

12345 I rush out the door hoping to beat the storm as I drive to the 
store, I struggle with the heavy bags trying for one trip from the 
car, it's pelting rain as I sprint up the slick steps, 

123-a€ | 

a€ i these were my first memories as a child. 


2 . Anzu Kazue 

A/N: Guess who's back! Life was kicking my butt for a while 
there 

Disclaimer: I dont and will never own Naruto 
Chapter 2 : Anzu Kazue 

Strange dreams came to me as I slept, weird memories of a woman in a 
weird land. _Why do I dream of this strange lady_? Would be my first 
thought as I awoke in the early mornings, ready to greet the day. I 
would tell my father of the woman in my dreams, and he would respond 
with "ah Anzu-chan must have a strong soul, his woman you dream of 
must be your past life" my father is a smart man. 

I rise early with father before the sun rises, then walk with him to 
his business. I watch as he hammers swords, sharpens kunai, molds 
senbon, he uses the whetstone to sharpen each edge to perfection, 
applying oil to each leaving it with a shiny gloss. He would 
sometimes take all day on one weapon till he was satisfied with the 
result. Hour after hour, day after day, his breath steady and calm as 
if in a trance. My father is a strong man. 

My father likes to talk as he works, he teaches me how to properly 
care for the weapon he's currently working on, how to hold it and the 
weaknesses of each weapon, and how long it would last after heavy 
use. Sometimes when he was busy in the back I would take orders from 
the customers, verbally of course since I didn't know how to write, 
but my father is slowly teaching me Kanji and how to write weapon 
names and numbers. He would usually take the larger orders, and this 
is how the days went, routine, peaceful. 

Everything changed, it was on a day with bigger orders, father was 
busy in the front with a customer, I wanted to try to help him so I 
grabbed a still steaming red hot blade. _Ssssssssst_, I breathed in 
sharply as my flesh warmed, someone shouting, my father's horrified 
face, the customer yanking me into his arms, he ran out of the shop 
and onto the roof to avoid the people on the street, my father 
stumbled and shoved people out of his way running slowly after us on 



the ground. I held my hand against my chest, staring up at the man 
carrying me, focused red eyes and a scowl on his face, he wears a 
bandana with a metal plate sewn into it which glared against the sun. 
"does it hurt?" he winces briefly answering his own question as he 
looks at my hand, jumping faster along the roofs, I shake my head no 
as I watch the blurring landscape, gravity rising and falling. I spot 
a mountain with faces carved into the side, my eyes widen (something 
inside my head snapped in place) before jarring to a halt, entering 
the hospital, and walking up to a nurse, "oh no" I whisper belatedly 
before growing limp and passing out. 


3. Choices 

A/N: so I'm really surprised this hasn't been done yet, and I thought 
it would be a very good idea 

Disclaimer: I dont own naruto, I only own Anzu 
Chapter 3: Choice 

The nurse was staring at me with wide eyes "your daughter has CIP" 
she says, hand glowing green. 

I look at the wall between mya€ | my father and the nurse. 

"yare-yare, and what does that mean?" he askes her worried, I lean 
into his palm when he pats my head. 

"It's a congenital insensitivity to pain, meaning she can't feel or 
interpret pain" she rattles off, turning to my father "this means she 
will have to be careful with what she's doing from now on, I'm 
surprised her being a young child, that she could've bitten through 
her tongue, and never know" she pauses letting the information sink 
in before continuing "she will have to get checked up here routinely 
for the rest of her lifea€|but with the war starting upa€ | it might be 
difficult now, since everyone's preparingaC | " she looked at me 
briefly, interest in her gaze as she stares at the anomaly in the 
room, before sighing into her hand like a heavy burden was placed on 
her shoulders "you can come to me if you need help, but no jumping 
out of trees little one". 

I grip the bed sheets harshly, before lifting my hand, the burn now 
completely healed, it'll only be in my memories now. 

"I want to become a doctor a medical-nin, wouldn't that be better for 
me in the long run?" I ask staring at my hand, she puts her hand to 
her chin "hm wellll yes, but it will be extremely difficult as a 
civilian, becoming a medical-nin takes perfect Chakra control, and 
you must have in a€" depth knowledge of the human anatomy" "I can do 
it" I say determinedly. 

Someone clears their throat we all turn to the man who carried me 
here "the academy will be accepting applications for students within 
the next few weeks, having more trained medics can only be an asset 
with this wara€ | " he crouched till we were eye level, blood red eyes 
staring into ocean green "will you be able to stay calm under 
pressure here in the hospital with the patients wailing in agony, 
going on 72 hours straight without rest? Your comrades will need you 
immensely, will you be able to assist your friends in the chaos of 



the battlefield, without becoming a burden to them, due to wounds or 
Chakra exhaustion?" he finishes with an expectant gaze. Chakra 
thrummed beneath my skin, each heartbeat coming faster than the last, 
each breath shallow. _This is what I was meant to do, to help people, 
to save lives, to make a difference. _ Sweat beaded my brow as I nod, 
swallowing thickly. 

My father remained silent through our exchange, despair written upon 
his face, I open my mouth to beg him to understand only to be cut off 
"you know as well as I do what those iwa-nin did to your mother, you 
won't reconsider becoming daddy's little apprentice will you?" he 
chuckles as I avoid his gaze "yes, very well I won't stop you if this 
is what you really want to do, Ia€|I ' 11 be proud no matter what you 
choose" I hold my arms up for a hug, and he encircles me sighing 
lightly . 

_Clap clap_ the ninja interrupts "good good, then you get to meet my 
daughter, she's also enrolling into the academy, I hope you two get 
along nicely" the seriousness from a second ago was now replaced with 
a small smile. 


4 . Making Friends 

A/N: what is this foreshadowing in this chapter?! 

Chapter 4 : Making friends 

My father walks beside me hand in hand, as we walk to the school. I 
look up at him every few seconds, he's a good man, trying to care for 
me while grieving for his wife, whom this body doesn't quite 
remember . 

He stops at the gate "wait for papa here at the gate. I'll come from 
work to pick you up after school" we both nod to each other. He 
hesitates crouching down holding me at arms length "now Anzu-chan if 
you find you don't like this ninja school. I'll pull you out 
immediately, and you can work with papa in his shop" when I started 
to open my mouth to protest, he ruffles my hair smiling "yare-yare, 
but don't just quit try your hardest, and become the best medic-nin 
ever my little girl" I smile wide looking into his green eyes "I can 
do it, I already have my medical books! I'll make you proud!" he 
pulls me into a gruff hug. 

I smirk "yeah! And when I heal the right person, he'll be really 
strong and we'll fall in love, like in those cheesy romance novels 
you like to read!" I say giggling, slipping out of his rigid grasp 
and running to the doors of the school passing other children and 
their parents. 

"N a€" no wait Anzu-chan come back, no talking to boys! No wait, no 
spreading strange rumors about daddy around the school!" he shouts, 
not knowing which issue would be more severe for him, I run through 
the halls laughing. 

I peek in the classroom, there were already a good amount of eager 
students sitting in the front rows, I slip in and make my way to the 
back of the classroom avoiding all the loud kids, I make my way to a 
boy with silver hair. He watches me as I sit next to him, then 
resumes watching the other students push and shove into the 



classroom. 


After a few minutes of settling in I take out my anatomy book to 
study "I'm Kazue Anzu, what's your name?" I ask studying a diagram of 
the human heart, I hear him shift beside me "Morino Ibiki" my head 
whips from the book to his face, I stare at him till he raises an 
eyebrow at me. Warmth brushes across my cheeks "ah, I uma€|like your 
haira€ | " I say after an awkward pause, he grunts brushing at his 
short cropped hair. 

"Is Ibiki-san making friends?" a sickly looking boy walks over to us 
sitting on my right, trapping me between them "must be a miracle" he 
says coughing into his fist. He smiles at me, "hello I'm Gekko 
Hayate", I nod to him smiling slightly "Kazue Anzu" I reply, I return 
back to the book as the two friends change topic. 

The teacher enters the room and introduces himself, then calls out 
each student and asks our reason for applying to the academy, most of 
the answeres were of them wanting to protect their mothers and 
fathers, some were orphans with no oher choice, when it came for my 
turn I relpy with "to protect everyone", he gives me a look before 
continuing calling out names. He then explains what he expects from 
us this school year. As the hours pass and teachers rotate from 
classroom to classroom, I grew more comfortable at the easy pace of 
conversation between the boys and I. We eat lunch together and I 
learn of how they first met, that Hayate was being bullied, and that 
Ibiki verbally tore them to shreds, on how the Konoha academy would 
never accept those who would be so easily aggressive towards the 
sick, and that if they weren't on good terms with their teammates 
that it could cost them the mission and their lives, thus shaming 
Konoha and the will of fire we're known for. 

Kunoichi classes meet separately at the end of the day, it's a small 
group of 8 girls, and I find out that I have class with Kurenai Yuhi, 
the daughter of the ninja who took me to the hospital. We team up as 
the teacher gives us the task of naming the different flowers in the 
field behind the school, what they represent and the different uses 
of each. 

When class is over she waits with me by the gate till my father picks 
me up, waiving goodbye, I ask father if she can come over for a 
sleepover next week, he agreed so long as it was okay with her 
parents . 


End 
f ile . 



